Watch You Bleed 


Author: imyourrocketqueen 

Bands: Guns N Roses 

Characters: Axl Rose, Izzy Stradlin 
Relationships: M/A 

Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Sat Oct 03 2015 12:15:48 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


Watch You Bleed 


Author's Notes: 
Heyl! Weird gypsy werewolf/bloodsucking thing AU right herell 


Darkness is only in the mortal eye, that thinks it sees, but sees not 
URSULA K. LE GUIN, 7he Left Hand of Darkness 


It's a craving. 
Nails scratching against the back of your throat, clawing their way through your chest. 


It's fire in your veins. 


You don't know how to stop it; you don't know how it started. You don't know anything. 


Sometimes you wish you could scream the pain away, but who would hear it? You are a spectator in your own 
house, watching a happy family as they live out their days in peace and harmony with god and nature and you, 
you're the freak. You are excluded. You are superfluous. 


You eat because you are fed, and wear clothes that you are given, and you speak when spoken to, but you've 
always known that you're the one that shouldn't have been born, the one that isn't in God's good graces. A 
creature of darkness, made to roam the night and fade to the background. 


It would be easy to say that you feel invisible, but it would also be too simple: you feel painfully visible, and 
wholly ignored. 


Even your mother, who loves you more than life itself, cannot bear to look at you for prolonged periods of 
time. Her blue, blue eyes crack at the sight of your own peculiar ones, and you can see it there that she 


knows. 


She knows you're hungry again 


You see that the abandoned house at the edge of town you pass every day on your way back from school is 
bubbling with life. You suck in a breath, because this is new and new is bad, new is terrible, new is sin But also 
because when you walk by it, black eyes gaze at you from one of the windows, seem to bore into your very 


soul. 


You stand on the sidewalk and stare back, your fists clenching at your sides as you inhale the suddenly loaded 


atmosphere that sets your pores on fire. 


Something growls and leaps within you-something is driven into madness, twisting right underneath the surface 
of your brittle skin, as you see the boy walk out of his house to meet you. It is restless, violent. The feeling is 


familiar—but it's never been quite so strong. You think this is what others would call extreme, dismal fear. You 


know fear, and this is not it. 
He speaks. The words are lost to you. 
This is hunger. 


You are five years old the first time your father says you are a spawn of the devil, eyes wide with the 
familiar hatred but splattered with fear. You won't understand what that means until much later, but the 


words tumble around in your little brain like trapped bats, scratching at the sides of your skull all the way 
into your first decade, because that is at least an explanation for all this loathing you don't understand. 


You think maybe it has something to do with your hair and how bright it is, out of place in the dullness of 
this town. Your skin and how pale it is, clustered with freckles. Your eyes and how bright they are, how they 
are green but not, blue but not. How they don't belong to either of your parents. 


That must be it. 


It definitely doesn't have to do with the way you clamped your lips around your mother's thumb that time 
she split it open while cooking dinner, the way you suckled on the blood like a parasite until the appendage was 
bloodless pale. How you kept sucking even after she started crying and swatting at your head, asking you to let 


go. How she made you promise you'd never tell a soul, not even your father. 


Our little secret, she said, and taught you how to nick your own fingers with a sharp razor, how to coax the 
blood outside and gulp it down. It's not as sweet as hers, but it helps quench the thirst, sate the hunger, until 
she lets you have it again 


Our little secret, she says every time, and slits a long line down her arm to feed your starved mouth. 


The Stradlins are Gypsies, your father says. A threat to the integrity of this town and the good Christians 


that inhabit it. Prone to violence and delinquency. They are evil, and you are not allowed near them. 


You nod along with your little siblings, showing them how it's done. You don't say that you've been visiting the 
Stradlins every day since they moved to town. That they gave you chocolate that tasted spicy. That their son 
is your age and you smoke stolen cigarettes in the woods together and you bet he tastes even better than 


the chocolate. 


Prone to violence,you ponder, sucking at the cut you made on your thumb three days ago that's still fresh, 
feeling the burn, coaxing more blood to the surface of your skin Your father gazes at you with his fear- 
splattered eyes, but looks away as soon as you stare back. His eyes are more fear than loathing, these days, 


and you're not sure how you feel about that. 


You know, by now, that he's not your father. His blood smells nothing like yours. You've never tasted blood 
that isn't yours or your mother's, and you've always wondered about how satisfying it would be to sink your 
teeth in on that man. The only problem is, you don't know if you'd be able to stop. He sees that, you think. He 
sees how much you ponder his death at your hands. Maybe that's why he doesn't ask you where you're going 
anymore, why he doesn't try to keep you in line. 


The nails clawing at the back of your throat are threatening to draw blood. There's a thrill of expectation in 
the air, thick like warm soup, doused with the sweetness of spring. 


As soon as you're done washing the dishes, you rush out the door and don't say where you're going. 


There is an old gypsy proverb hanging from the wall of the Stradlin's kitchen-beauty cannot be eaten with a 
spoon. If it could be, you think, Izzy would be a whole meal. A banquet even. His red pouty lips, his black eyes 
like deep oceanic pools. There is something hypnotizing about him, something you find yourself fascinated by 
and drawn to. 


His presence soothes you and drives you wild at the same time, a desire like nothing you've ever felt before 


twisting hot in your belly even as your shoulders sag with how at ease you are by his side. 


He's a friend like you've never had before. Someone who likes you for who you are and for all that you are 
mind numbingly different from one another, it is in this ground of differences where you find what you have 
in common. Together you bask in music and starlight and dreams, and if sometimes you have to force yourself 
away to avoid sinking your teeth on his pale neck, it doesn't really matter. Not when sometimes you swear you 


can see his eyes go completely black when the night is just right. 


You wonder, while you sit next to him, what it is that he sees in you that makes his eyes go so dark, that 
drags wild things to the surface of his skin. You wonder, while he looks at you through his raven fringe like 
would like nothing more than to eat you up, what it is about him that makes you feel like you're wearing your 
skin inside out, raw and exposed like nerve endings to the cold night air. 


Izzy is failing math, because it's one of the things he thinks secondary to music and pot. He asks you to tutor 
him, but you can tell by the way he rolls his eyes at you that the request comes more from his mother than 
him. He's charming, though. It bothers you a litle bit, the way he has with people, and you. you'd do anything 
for him, you think, if he asked you just right. 


You agree, because Izzy is your friend and doing things for your friends is a part of friendship. If he charms 


you into it, you're ok with that. 


What you're not ok with is spending half an hour explaining logarithmic functions, complete with on-chalkboard 
example, the chalk dust infiltrating the nicks on your digits and making them burn, only to turn around and find 
Izzy asleep on his desk. 


"Maybe you'd like to stay awake for this?" you tell him, kicking at Izzy's chair, hard "In order to pass? Just a 


suggestion" 


Those dark eyelashes flutter, and Izzy wakes up as easily and smoothly as if he's been awake, all this time. He 


looks iconic, like a photograph out of an earlier decade. He is unique, statuesque almost, body comprised of 


sharp angles but moves so smooth you find it easy to believe that gravity might not apply to him. 


You wouldn't call him Adonis-like, unless Adonis was Greek for strung out. He isn't beautiful, really, except in 
the way boys are beautiful because of the men they will someday become. Izzy could be made of marble for 
his fair skin and long nose and hard cheekbones, but if the touch of your lips could warm him, you would gladly 
kiss his flesh until he burned like the sun. 


"| dunno," he rumbles, his voice lazy and rougher than usual. You want to throttle him "Maybe you should do 


something to keep me interested." 


There's a hint of suggestiveness in that sentence - but you ignore it. Its not unusual for Izzy to make 
comments like that. He's a free person, a man of the world, or he likes you to think he is, and he doesn't hide 
the way he sometimes licks his lips at the sight of your skin. It doesn't bother you, usually. Usually, it makes 
you feel strangely good about yourself to put that look on his face, but today--- 


You feel shifty today, like there isn't enough air the room, in the world. Your skin is clammy and moist but it's 
not hot outside, your eyes sting but you don't feel like crying, your stomach's twisting but you're not hungry. 


Only you are. You are starving You just don't know what for. 


This all translates into a frustration you can't comprehend. You're irritated beyond explanation, your blood 


gurgling in your veins like molten rock but not warm enough to sate you. 


"Rude fucker" you snort and start clearing the chalkboard "You asked me to help you after classes, 
remember? Or did you sleep through all the rest, too?" 


"| didn't bother showing up for any of the rest." 
You frown at the chalkboard, as you methodically erase every last bit of the formulas you wrote on it. You 
wish there was a formula to know what the fuck is wrong with you, why you can't stop tracing the visible 
veins at the back of your hand with your eyes. 


"You shouldn't do that. You're not an idiot. You wouldn't be failing if you--" 


"If | what?" There's a rustle behind you, and you are startled to feel the warmth of a body at your back 
"Spend every waking moment thinking about fucking you?" 


You freeze. Izzy's hands are on either side of your waist, trapping you against the chalkboard, and it's not that 
he's too tall, its just that you are ridiculously short, and the brush of his mouth against your nape is just as 
hot and thrilling as it is intimidating and trapping. 


You whip around and shove. 


Izzy.. doesn't budge. Not even an inch. You're face to face now, your breaths mingling, Izzy's dark eyes boring 


into you with a hunger you know is reflected back at him in your own strange eyes. There's a violence there 
that you've seen before, in those moments when you're too close but not enough, that makes you wonder 
about what he would do to you, really do to you, if you bared your neck to him and said yes. 

Your heart is pounding. Your skin crawls with something you don't understand, scorching there where you can 
feel the weight of Izzy's hands through layers of clothing, the pounding of his heart matching your own 


demented one where you are pressed together. 


But then Izzy blinks, and seems to remember himself, and steps away. His eyes seem darker than normal. 


Sharper. His stubbled face - seriously, what teenager has stubble? - is harder than normal, more feral, more 


‘I'm sorry," he says, and his voice is rough in all the wrong ways. 


You don't have any answers for that. You still can't get over the fact that, for a moment there, the pressure 


at the back of your eyeballs receded enough for you to draw a puff of clear air from Izzy's lungs. 


‘I'm sorry," he repeats, and the wildness fades from his face, replaced quickly by a kind of fear, a kind of hurt, 
a kind of - 


What? "Hey," you say, and edge forward, hands outstretched. You try to be placating, but you feel faraway, 


like you're not really here. High on oxygen, where you'd been deprived before. 
"No," Izzy shakes his head, and backs away, like you had been the one assaulting him. "I. I'm really sorry. | - " 


"Hum-it's ok" you say, and it really is, only you can feel the hunger crawling down your spine and pooling 


everywhere underneath your bones. 


"Don't go out alone, tonight," Izzy says, out of nowhere, and his eyes are even more frightened, more urgent. 
"Don't - just stay home. Please?" 


"What?" you blink, more startled by that please than you've been by.. anything else. Which is an odd enough 


realization, and one that bears thinking on, later. "Why?" 
‘It's the full moon," Izzy says, like that's supposed to mean something, and - 


And if he would just stop acting like a nutcase, maybe you could make sense of it. You feel irritated again now, 


angry. "Fine, man. | won't go anywhere. Happy? Calm down" 


Izzy growls. Flexes his hands. They're curling into fists. You feel your eyes drawn to them, to where you are 
sure his nails dig so hard into his palms he's drawing blood-- 


"Izzy _u 


"| gotta | gotta go. Stay home," Izzy says, again, and then he's out, slamming the classroom door behind him, 
and you just stand there, staring after him. The sound of Izzy's footfalls speeding down the hallway tells you 


that Izzy is running, running away from you, and that's - 


You lick your lips. The ghost of an impression of a taste lingering in the back of your throat. 


You don't go out in the full moon, but not because you don't want to, or because you are scared. You're dying 
to go out. Your curiosity is spiked. You stare out at the moon through your window and your mind's eye runs 


wild. Shivers slither up and down your spine. Your heart pounds as sweat drips down the back of your neck. 


Your blood tastes sour, now. You bite your own wrist, and use your imagination, adding to your own blood 

what's missing from the memory of the smell of Izzy's own strange, unfamiliar blood in the air. The crushing 
hum of lust and comfort and power so strong it washes over you and covers all your senses until you think 
you are drowning in it, in the thrum of power you felt those few seconds the other boy was so close To you, 


and so close to /t 


You don't know what Izzy is, what he's hiding inside of himself that has him so frightened. You have an inkling 


of an idea, but you don't know: 
You're not afraid of him, though. You're not afraid of what lurks behind his dark eyes. 


You're afraid of what lurks behind yours. 


There is a tree house in the forest that's been there forever. You found it the first time you left home and 
decided you wouldn't come back to your father's hatred, only to return running after the third day, your belly 
burning with a need no amount of your own blood could sate and found comfort in your mother's tears as she 


let you bite into her neck 


It's little and looks like it's about to tumble down into the ground, but its high up and hidden and perfect. You 
smuggled cushions from your house to throw them on the floor and fashioned a door out of some pieces of 


wood stuck together with duct tape. It's your favorite place in the world. 


Izzy shows up at your door with a bloody nose and his pupils blown wide. This is either becouse he just had a 
good fight, a good fuck or good pot. You don't know which you prefer, because you don't like it when he either 
fights or fucks other people, the thought of others touching him feels outright wrong, but you also hate how 
blank pot makes his eyes, his expression, how he looks at you like he's looking through you. 


You hate how he makes you feel, how you want nothing more than for him to just see you. 


"Can | come in?" he asks, but he's already stepped through your door, into your domain, because he knows 
that you'll always let him in. You never told him about this place, how to get here, but he always seems to 
know where you are, always seems to find you in the morning after the full moon. You know he can smell you 


in the air, just like you can taste him under your tongue on any given whiff of air. 


You step aside and let him in. Your mother may suspect you think Izzy wakes up early to hang the sun, but 


you know better. Why wake up early when he could just charm someone to do it for him. 
There is no doubt in your mind, however, that Izzy is directly involved with making the sun rise. 


You laugh a little at your own train of thought, and he frowns but smiles, pink pouty lips on display like an 
invitation—one you're not sure you can resist. He flops down on your pillows and wipes the blood off on his 


hand. Your mouth floods with saliva. You drop a paper napkin on his lap and sit down next to him. 


He dabs at his nose, daintily. He is ever the refined one, but also a rude shit, so you are not surprised when 


he doesn't thank you. You don't mind. 
"How'd you get that?" 


"How do you think?" he shoots back, and you're glad he's not trying to play it like yesterday never happened, 
like he didn't feel you up with bloodshed in his eyes and ran away from you with a cryptical warning. 


He pulls a cigarette out from behind his ear, holds it out you like it's a privilege to light him up. You do it 
anyway, pulling a book of matches out of your pocket and lighting his cigarette. You steal the first drag and he 
shoves you, laughing, pink lips spread wide and eyes bright. There is blood climbing the cracks between his 
teeth, and you know, know, it isn’t his. 


"Next time, | want to see" you say, just to see him stutter a little bit in his studied calmness. 


He takes a long pull, staring at you all the while, like he's going to devour you whole, like a hurricane, sucking 
up and mowing down everything in his path. His blood calls to you like a siren's song, and you have to fight the 
urge to slither closer to him and lick it clean from where it's starting to dribble down over his upper lip again. 


Watching Izzy transform is like the very first time you found a dead dog by the side of the road on your way 
back from school, a bunch of boys your age clustered around the carcass, laughing as they poked at the 
rotten flesh with a stick to watch the maggots squirm around. You looked at it for a few minutes, caught a 
good whiff of the smell and held out until you got home, then promptly threw up all over the porch. 


It's incredible and its terrifying and fascinating and you're almost positive you're supposed to be a man and 


watch stoically, but you want to lose your lunch on your sneakers and potentially on your clothes, too. You're 


covered in goose flesh because Izzy is screaming in pain, clutching at his skin as it shreds, as if trying to keep 
it where it is and trying to get rid of it at the same time and you want to do something, help him somehow, 
but he told you that if you wanted to watch you had to stand still and be quiet and not worry, because it 


looks worse than it is. 


It is hard to believe that lie when Izzy's dark, perfect, gorgeous eyes pop out of his sockets and roll on the 
forest floor, blood gushing out and glistening under the moonlight. For a second, you consider kneeling on the 
floor and swallowing up the puddle of warm, rich blood thats making your mouth water even as you want to 


cry, but then Izzy's fingers fall into it with a wet sound and it loses all of it's appeal. 


Izzy's skin splits at his back with the sound of his ribcage snapping, and the wolf emerges, vile and huge and 
mesmerizing. He devours the scraps of your friend's flesh, and you know its him, that Izzy is the wolf, but 
you feel restless and precarious and like you should be mourning the person whose back just split to reveal a 


magnificent beast, who screamed so terribly as his bones fell to the ground. 


The wolf walks to you, then. Sniffs at you and cocks his head, as if waiting for something. You don't dare move, 
don't make a sound. You don't even breathe. You're not really afraid of death or pain, but you don't feel real in 
the presence of such a creature. It looks so natural, this creature, so beautiful, that you don't feel like your 


own monstrous existence can be a part of the same universe. 


The wolf seems disappointed, like it expected more, but doesn't run away before licking at your hand, right 


there on your palm where you cut into it. 


It's kind of amazing, watching it disappear in the darkness like a piece of the night, like the first time you 
watched your little brother take a breath all by himself. 


It doesn't stop you from covering your shoes with vomit when you realize that the dark eyes that fell out of 
Izzy's skull are staring right at you from where they are cushioned on the fallen leaves that litter the forest 


floor. 


The first time you kiss, Izzy rubs his stubble across your lips, before turning in to you, like a sunflower 
towards the sun. You've had people look at you before, but never had someone look at you like this, like they 


have so many expectations of you. 
Like he expects you to not let him down. 


You kiss him back like you're a drowning man and he is miles of sweet air. You swallow him down, wrap him up 


in yourself. Suffocate him in your embrace. 


His body is hotter than usual, animal and feral. You let him feel you chuckle against him, your mouth and your 


posture open and accepting, showing that you are unaware or uncaring about any danger from the wolf that 


lives just under the surface of his eyes. If he only knew what hides within you, if he could only catch sight of 
your parasitic nature. If he only knew that, given the chance, you would suck him dry and leave him hollow, 
until his dark eyes became nothing but blunt mirrors of the night sky. 

He found you at the tree house, already waiting for him with coffee and cookies and questions, because you 
saw him disintegrate in the forest, saw him die and be eaten, but now he's here again, his whole body made 


anew. 


Its part of the curse" he said, and his mouth was glistening with blood. His own and a rabbit's, if your sense 
of smell didn't fail you ". Like Prometheus’ liver. It grows back only to be eaten again" 


It should sound disgusting and painful. To you, it sounds oddly poetic. 

You resent Izzy a little bit, that he knows exactly what his monster is. You don't know where your hunger 
comes from, even if you have your suspicions. You think it comes with your eyes, the ones you inherited from 
your real father, but there's nothing poetic about that. Just a freak of nature, a glitch in the chain of life, in 


front of such a superb creature. 


"And the clothes?" you asked, because the ones he'd been wearing before transforming became a shredded 


mess of gore. 
"I always go by my house before coming here" 
Your lips twitched "But you don't wash your mouth?" 


"Shit" he said, reaching to wipe the blood away with the back of his hand. You didn’t let him, though, 


intercepting it on it's way with your own. 


"| didn't say | minded" you said, and kissed him, twisting his fingers in your hands as you felt him growl, 
grabbing at your clothes to pull you closer like this was all he's ever needed, like he'd been as hungry as you. 


He doesn't have a clue. 

You suck at Izzy's bottom lip, the blood gone now, licked clean. As if called by an unnamed instinct, you bite 
down. Izzy gasps, his own moan escaping his mouth as his bottom lip splits open, hot copper lapping against 
your tongue and smearing both of your chins. 

You are going to let him down. 


You hope he's prepared for the fall. 


His blood tastes like benediction in your mouth, like blessing, like praise, like your father's god finally accepting 
you, too. The nick is small, but you lick at it until his skin is clean, lips puffy with the suction and he's gasping 


for breath. 
"Jesus, Axe" 


Your vision goes slightly hazy and the taste of his blood is so much better than anything you've ever tasted 
before. Your own blood is good, enough to get you off, enough to ease the burn in your belly, and your 
mother's is sweet and familiar, but in this moment you could bite out his throat just to drink your fill of him 
and you're not sure you'd feel guilty about ending his life, not when you're so hungry. 


"Axl, stop it" 


You step away as soon as you realize you are digging fingers on his hand hard enough he'll have bruises. You 


back away from him, heart racing, palms suddenly damp and Jesus, if you're not hard. 


"Fuck," you scream, turning away from him to punch the wall. The whole structure shakes with it, becoming 


that little bit closer to tumbling down from the heights and to the ground. You don't care. You're dying. 


Your knuckles are bloody, wet and warm and not as all delicious as you think they should be. You fall to your 
knees gripping your busted knuckles and Izzy stares at you like he's never seen you before. Like you're rabid 


or a mouse or the boy that just sucked blood straight from his lips. 
"Fuck, I'm sorry, I'm sorry. Jesus, Izzy, I'm sorry.’ 


He doesn't say anything. You suck the blood off your knuckles but you can't reach the high you've come to 
expect and the more you taste the sicker you feel, but you're not sure if its the blood or Izzy's eyes on your 
back that make the bile rise to fill your throat as you turn to run away, but he grabs at you before you can 
do anything. He looks almost crazed, this close to the full moon, this close to you, but he comes to you and his 
lips find yours again 


The second time you kiss, his palm cradles your chin gently but his lips are hard against yours, his kiss all 
teeth and wicked tongue and unclear intentions. He kisses you like he is fucking you, thrusting into you and you 
take it because Izzy is everything you know you shouldn't want, that you shouldn't allow yourself to have. 


He pulls away and your eyes open. His are half-closed and his lips curve into a gentler smile than you could 
have pictured on him with any sort of ease. He says, "Fuck," and you don't dare say a word that might shatter 


this moment and he leans back in to kiss you again. 


"You're amazing," he says when you finally pull away, like it's a revelation His eyes are smoking darkness again, 
fixed on you like you're a lighthouse and he is lost at sea. You can't understand why anyone would look at you 


like that, but then a droplet of blood gathers at his lip again, glistening, and you lean in to have another taste. 


The first time you fuck, he pounds you from behind on the floor, the mess of pillows not making much of a 
difference separating you from the half-rotten, moist boards. He lets you bite open his wrist and drink your 


fill of him in exchange of letting him leave his mark on the back your neck, his scent all over your skin. The 
tree house feels like it's going to collapse around you and send you both tumbling to your ridiculous death, two 
creatures of the night splattered on the forest floor. 


You think this is what guaranteed mutual destruction feels like. 


You don't care. For the first time, the craving subsides, and the nails that scratch at the back of your throat 


go lax. 


You're not surprised, nor sad, to find yourself alone when you wake up, wrapped up tight in Izzy's jacket. After 
all, Izzy has to get up early to hang the sun. 


Your father hates Izzy more than he's ever hated anyone you've ever met. At first you think it's because 
he's a Gypsy and you were expressly forbidden to make friends with him, but then you realize that you've 
never had friends for him to hate before: all of that accumulated hatred is unleashed upon Izzy because he is 


the first. 


And maybe because you don't hide the hickeys he leaves on your neck every time you go over to his place, 
the scratches on your arms, when he comes this close to out of control and has to fight the urge to rip your 
skin from your bones with the ferocity of his passion 


Your mother is ambiguous, you can see it in her eyes, but she remains silent. 

Be careful, she whispers, once, because you haven't been hungry in a long time and she can see it in your 
eyes, in the way you haven't begged her for some sweet relief in months. Izzy's blood is rich and magic, even 
if it does always leave you wanting and desperate for more, for all of it. 

Be careful, she says, and you think about Izzy drawing a line on his chest with your razor, allowing his life to 
spill for you to swallow it up. Underneath his skin lives a monster clawing to get out, maybe to shred you, but 
you suspect all it wants is to burrow under your skin and make a home there where you never tell him you 


love him, but he doesn't tell you either. 


Be careful, and you think about the way Izzy's jugular pulses with the strength of his life under your lips as 
you smother moans into it, when he pounds into you just right, and if you could just--- 


Be careful, she says, and you wonder about that mind-blown second, just as the stars are beginning to burst 


behind your eyelids, when you think what if I just bite down--- 
She knows who the real monster is. Where the true darkness lies. 


She doesn't say anything more about it. Doesn't tell you why your real father isn’t here. Doesn't throw at you 


a lifetime of knowledge. Doesn't tell you to make your own mistakes. 


You suspect, as you drag your nails over Izzy's unguarded, pumping heart, that she knows you will 


